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Or call up him who left half told 

The story of Cambascan bold. 

Of Camball, and of Algarsifey 

And who had Canace to wife, 

That owned the virtuous ruig and glass. 

And of the wond'rous horse of brass, 

On which the Tartar king did ride. 
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The favourable reception given to his little metri- 
cal attempt, entitled " The Loves of the Roses," 
has induced the author to continue his design. 
He flatters himself the present piece of tissue will 
not be found inferior to the frame, in which it 
may, or may not be wrought, according to the 
pleasure of the reader. It will be seen that the 
names and instrilnents only have been adopted 
froTO Chaircer f Wfth these exceptions, the intend- 
ed tale is entirely new. In Chaucer, Camball and 
Algarsife are the brothers ; in this, they are made 
the lovers of Canace and Theodora. 

The writer begs to observe, it is from no 
disrespect to the critical world, that he is thus 
brief in his notice ; but he believes every work 
ought to stand, or fall, by its own intrinsic merit, or 
demerit ; and that nothing, we may say, or write, 
about it, can add thereto, or diminish aught. 



PART I. 



CONTENTS. 

Canace tells her owuMory — deprecates Chaucer and Milton for her 
presumption in attem'lting what thej had begun. — Cambuscan, king 
of Tartary, Jjer fi|^he^|^His hardy education — bred in obscurity, but 
exalted to his station, on being fitted^ for it. — Her mother Elfeta— 
-^delivered of twins, herself and Theodora — dies. — The fondness of 
the twins for each other — till by accident seeing the princes of Arabia, 
each becomes attached— but neither divulging the object of her 
attachment to her sister, their consequent alienation a^d distrust. 



♦ , 



(... 



4 



OR, THE 

STORY OF CANACE. 



This lale the White Rose sang so clear, 
I ahnost sigh again to hear; 
If my male syllables harsh roll, 
Her music is not in my soul. 



PART !• 

WHO ha§ not hdard of Canace the fair ? 
(So^ll men call us while we virgins are ; 
But, with the vernal bloom, and tell-tale glass. 
Our beauty sickens, and our titles pass :) 
Yet beauty's garland she of right may wear. 
Whose untold tale a Milton sighed to hear. 
And wept on Chaucer's tomb, in tuneful grief. 
Glory a skeleton, epitaph and leaf; 
And to his ashes would have lent a tongue ; 
But the old poet, wiser than the young, 
Would not renew his mortal voyages past. 
Sick of life's storms, and safe in port at last. « 

But how shall one, ungifted with their blaze. 
Dare shed on such a theme her twilight rays? — 
Pardon, dread shades ! if your unfinished words* 
I guess, no poet, or the least of bards ; 
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Yet, hear a woman, hear a princess tell. 
Hear Canace's own tale, ye told so well. 
Or would have told ; but time thy page has riven. 
Father of verse! aud Milton's ia in heaven. 
I tell then of Cambuscan bold and great : 
Of Algarsife and Camball, to whom fate 
My sister linked and me ; the magic ring, 
Wliich taught the hidden herbs, and what birds J 

sing; 
The sword which smote and cured ; the mirrored | 

art. 
Which Momus would have fashioned to man's 

heart. 
Reflective of its secrets ; and the bright 
And brazen horse, the Tartar king s delight, 
Which, swift as thought, and ere the thought had , 

ceased. 
Flew to the antipodes, or where you pleased, 
A female's fainting phrase cannot infuse 
A poet's pencil, and a painter's muse : 
Such marvels lived once, now of life bereft, 
A simple rose is all the emblem left, 

lirst at Samarkand, an unrivalled town. 
The rarest jewel of the towery crown 
That studs the Tartar realm, a realm I trow, 
Th^an which none fairer gilds Apollo's brow ; 
Girdled with cities are her fields ; there shine 
'I'he golden harvest, and the purple vine ; 
No milk and honey with her rills flow down. 
Yet, milk and honey bring her rills renown ; 
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White-uddered kine upon their margin graze. 
And murmuring bees a flowery fortress raise ; — 
A mighty king dwelt, and Cambuscan hight. 
Who oft the pride tamed of the Muscovite ; 
Though war the best sap drains of noble stems, 
Blood is the ruby price of glory's gems : 
Nor only kingly in his race was he. 
His mind was kingly from nativity ; 
Nursed for a throne, but not the throne beside. 
No early adulation taught him pride. 
No servile honours, with his milk, convey 
The dangerous lesson of a right to sway ; 
Betimes snatched from the court, a faithful thane 
Nerved his young /joul to hardihood and pain ; 
Betimes hiiin tahgfft to hunt the elk and boar. 
And earn his rigid meal with sweat and gore. 
To make the earth his bed, the tree his home, 
Nor fear the wintry plunge, nor Jihon's foam ; 
The elements are teachers of the truth, 
And well can discipline a royal youth 

Nor to corporeal vigour solely bred ; 
To a friend's heart was joined a sage's head ; 
In his firm Mentor, kindness love acquires ; 
Hia worth, his truth, from boyhood he admires ; 
And thus these two were blent, as saplings play 
Their giddy leaves, where mightier roots decay. 
And borrow, from their latent juices still. 
The future strength, which shall their places fill :, 
So youth respected age, and age too clung. 
With love's last concentration, to the young. 
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Opened the stores experience had bought. 

And made him worthy of the throne he sought;' 

He sought it not, for he was fit to reign. 

And the most worthy are the least to claim. 

Anointed, more majestical he trod ; 

His sceptre just was God's vicegerent rod. 

Fearless to strike the wicked and the proud. 

As prompt to raise the virtuous from the croW' 

The flatterer was frozen hy his awe ; 

But modest talent smiles, with gentle thaw. 

Relaxed to eloquence, as herbs and flowers 

The spring tide opens with its sunshine showers: 

Art slunk away, and honesty qpuld charm, 

Love supplied zeal, and polici grew warm ; 

A statesman's virtue from his kpa^ma^ partj^ 

But its warm spring must ripple from the heart, 

No prince, immersed in luxury and pride; 

The monarch's actions are the people's guide ; 

In war his might, in peace his justice awed, 

His sceptre gained more conquests than his sword. 

Such was my father ; might a daughter choose 
This theme, and not prolixity excuse? 
Were I his virtues, one by one, to trace, 
My tale would never reach unto his race. 

My mother was Elfeta ; nor alone ; 
Another soul \vas kindled with ray own. 
And she called Theodora ; but the twain 
..Consumfd the parent with her travail's pain. 
And, as we breathed, she died : alas I serere 
The doom which hangs the cradle by the bier 
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We grew together as two stems entwined. 
And read each will in one another's mind^ 
Rocked in the same arms by one foster dame, 
You'd deemed our being but a parted flame ; 
Bred in one bosom, we would leave the stream 
Of life, to catch each other's smiling beam; 
Back to our nutriment she chid, o'er blest. 
And in one cot she nestled us to rest. 
Grown older, still our bed, our joys were one, 
We fled the storm together, or the sun, 
Watch'd o'er each other's sleep ; befell disease. 
The lesser sufferer was the least at ease ; 
One bed, one board, almost one robe ; we'd share 
The self-same ribbon on the waist we wear. 
Assorted colours, j(ad would kindlier view 
TheTiappier tint which her associate drew : 
Our studies were the same, our taste for flowers. 
As shewed the festoons that adorned our bowers ; 
Together ran to watch the new bud's size, 
Together sat to watch the first star rise. 
Nothing could charm the other had not part, 
And hand in hand, and heart was locked in heart. 
Thus to fifteen, we blended every joy — 
Alas ! such sweet emotions ere should cloy. 
Or be estranged ! yet change they undergo ; 
Ah ! such mutations wait on all below. ^ 

It happened in our haram news was brought 
(For we had never mingled in the court) 
The king of Araby, as guest, would call, ^ 

With his two nephews, at the palace hall. 
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n Fame's thousand tongues ful 
To chaunt the praises of the younger pair, 
Twins like ourselves, and orphans we were not, . 
Two goodlier princes never were begot, I 

So said report ; as yet we had not seen, ^ 

With our own eyes, what men, or princes mean. 
Secluded with our women ; yet oft hushed 
To their long tales of lovers, sometimes blushed. 
We knew not why ; and many a manuscript 
We oft had handled, as 'twere holy writ. 
That told of knights, and battles, ladies fair, 
By amorous giants ravished through the air, 
Of pages that knew music, and would come. 
And wake the sleeper with a m ell known hum, 
And bear the message, and th^veng^ call, 
To free his mistress from the enchanted hall. 

We wished to see these princes; yet, our heart, 
For the first time, would not its wish impart : 
O fatal diffidence! when sisters hide 
That from each other, known to all beside, 
The rivalry begun will not then die. 
And burns the fiercer as the nearer tie. 

The morning came: I thought the very sun, 
That morn, forgot his daily course to run, 
So lingering hung the twilight on my eyes, 
"Which slept not, but kept watch upon the skiesl 
We climbed the window seats betimes, to know, | 
And share the bustle of the courts below ; 
Till noon arrived ; we hear the clarion's claim. 
The warder's challenge, and the rattling chain ; 
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A goodly cavalcade came prancing on^ 
High^ in the midst^ the warlike Arab shone^ 
Glittering in jewelled armour ; rizor drawn 
Shewed a stem visage long since past the dawn 
And noon of life> well seamed with scars ; his right 
And left his nephews flanked^ with milder light. 
And youths and gentleness adorned ; yet he. 
The right was wizard of my destiny ; 
A spell was bound none henceforth could untie, 
Sibyl, seer, none, save Camball's sorcery ; 
Then trembling pulse, then languishing of look. 
Then each si||n of the amatory book ; 
My breath g^ew short, my colour came and went. 
As o'er the lizand flits the transient tint, 
As vary^witb tlye-sun coerulean seas, 
' As o'er the landscape flies the wavy breeze. 
As o'er the sun the dimming cloudlets go. 
And fling their profile on the fields below. 

I touched my sister's face, it burned with flame ; 
We spoke not ; was it from our pride, or shame ? 
Her eyes seemed following Camball as he moves ; 
For once I saw her with a look not love's. 
Was Algarsife less worthy womankind ? 
I know not ; but the thought ne'er glanced my mind ; 
Absorbed in an emotion deep, though dim, 
I thought, the universe could love but him ; ^ 
And, from that hour, our tenderness could cease. 
The sister solace, and the social peace. 

We were not altogether strangers yet> * 
But we could part, nor think it long we met ; 
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ReBtraiDt sat on our privacy and word; 
- We deemed it no intrusion in a third; 
Nay, courted company, and often would. 
Rather than be but two, seek solitude ; 
The tunes I used to sing my sister tired ; 
Her music loved I less, and less admired ; 
Our coiffures grew unlike ; the suited stole 
No longer our complexions matched, nor soul ; 
Our colours changed their hue ; if white she J 

wore, 
A sable garb set off my fairness more ; 
If gems adorned her person, I dressed plain ; 
Shortened my robe, as lengthened grew her train, I 
One tire woman was before too much. 
Now two, nor would I suffer her^ iq, touch ; 
Our mimic courts divided; you might see, ' * 
In our attendants, our diversity. 
Our liveries were unlike ; each favourite maid 
Scarce courtesies unto the other's paid ; 
Wide as the harem were our chambers dressed, 
I liked the eastern sun, and she the west ; 
A native bird I cherished, she would tame 
A gorgeous stranger, bought beyond the main ; 
Rode I, she walked; sought I the eve by stealth,, 
The morning air was favourable to health: 
T^ius grew, without a whisper on each part. 
Distrust, divorce, and jealousy of heart : 
Thus are sealed thout;hts, in power, an open * 

" book, 
And all things alter with the reigning look. 
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No lover's name beyond our lips had breathed. 
Yet lover had two sisters' love bereaved ; 
Each feared a rival in her dearest tie^ 
And would, than have revealed it^ rather die. 



END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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CONTENXa 



King Camboscan's birth-day arriyes, a great jubilee— Ganace and 
Theodora are introduced at court— The palace hall-— The feast— An 
ambassador from the king of Arabia arrives, on a braien horse, bear- 
ing pr^ents.^^— ^Theii^maArellous properties described.— He demands 
Ganace in marriage, in the name of his master.— Her distress —The 
company's admiration of the presents. 
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OR, THE 

STORY OF CANACE. 



PABT II* 



THRICE had the sun awoke the leaves and 

flowers. 
And thrice the Autumnal hectic tinged the bowers^ 
Thrice from the porch the summer garlands peer. 
And thrice^ the; ic^le reversed its spear; 
When, from his lofty bell tower, echoing time 
Another birth-day of my sire would chime, 
And fame her rolling records volumed forth, 
'* This day once tamed the eagles of the north ;" 
And this my sire resolved to celebrate^ 
And hold it solemn, with unwonted state. 
And heralds, through the land, proclaimed, with 

glee, 
Revel, and feast, and rest— a mighty jubilee. 

'T was the last day of March ; the jovial year 
Greenly renewed the promise of its cheer ; • 

The sun the largess of his new rays flung ; 
And joyful *' Aves" boughy minstrels sung. 
As though they had subdued some tyrant lord, • 
And sheathed the rigour of old winter's sword. 
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Just twenty years my sire had reigned in love, 
And altars smoked, and prayer was spread above, 
And every satrap feasted well his band, 
Each hill rejoiced, and waved a ruddy brand. 
One joy, one common feeling fired the whole. 
And millions gladdened with a single soul. 

We ne'er had mingled with the world as yet 
This day was judged for presentation fit ; 
Our baram, cradle of our infant fates. 
Was now to open its debarring galea — 
As children dream of their new robes o'emight,* 
Or boys their games, we panted for the sight 
We were to see the world — O glorious day, 
Drawn in the rainbow of our fancy's ray ! 
Till now our haram seemed bo^h \.ast and fair. 
And sweet the pleasure we had tasted there * 
Our garden, as with flowers, with charms o'er- 

spread ; 
Still bloomed the flowers, but every charm was fled. 
Now dreary looked the walls, grew small the 

space; 
A new world was to show its morning face, 
And we be not mere worshippers indeed, 
But worshipped, idolized — we take the lead. 
The mirrors of the fashion, born to please. 
And rule a nation at a child's caprice! 
Such is expectancy ; alas ! how short 
And frail the tenure of an earthly court 
All is not gold that sparkles to young eyes, 
Nor every opening vista paradise. 
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I pass the glitter of the morning crowd. 
The gorgeous multitude who knelt and bowed, 
Princes, and potentates of kingly sway. 
Reflected powers, more splendent still than they ; 
I pass the roar of noon, the bright review, 
The flashing scymeters, and the archer crew. 
The motley turbans, and the vaulting plumes. 
The rattling echoes, and the martial tunes. 
Which raise ambition to heroic fire, 
'And worthy gods, if glory gods admire : 

L I pass them now, as then my thoughts passed j 

I these, 

* I tried to seem pleased, if they did not please ; 
I look for one amid the host which pressed. 
That on^ I fou«d not, and grew dull the rest ; 
New to such scenes I stood, as statues feel 
Lifeless no homage, when their votaries kneel. 
With each announcing flourish, ".whocomeshere?'' 

I Enquired my heart, then sunk as each drew near; I 

f " The princes where ? the king of Araby ?" 
I durst not ask it, and I knew not why. 
Still they appeared not, and, when had deflled 
Each troop, I could not, for the world, have! 
smiled 
It is the banquet of imperial state, 
Never the ancestral hall appeared so great ; 
It was a work of ages, and the pile 
Tartarian treasure and barbaric spoil 
Enriched; for wisely living ours consume, 
Not hoard a nation's tribute for a tomb : 




Marbles of every texture, every cost. 

Remnants of cities long to memory lost. 

Or recent quarries furnished, and men's skill 

Fashioned in airy pinnacles at will 

Afar the structure shone, with sculptures graced 

Full, as an obelisk with letters traced. 

Huge as a pyramid, as ivory fine. 

Capped in the clouds, yet polished as a shrine. 

Who its magnificence can ope to ken ? 
The pencil would miscarry, and the pen. 
Much more frail woman's language ; yet, my best 
I'll do, and to your fancy leave the rest. 
The floor was marble, and the roof which seems 
Of coloured stones mosaic, without beams, 
Hung dropping as a crystal cave fevealoji. 
Or Antiparian grot, with fret-work, ceiled^ 
There form stalactites, by concreting power, 
Here each carved inverse cone, a stony flower ; 
Yet, by such art contrived, its firmest strength 
Is from the pressure whence depends its length. 
Its windows arches to a centre plied. 
On graceful pillars, as young palm trees tied. 
And glazed with pictures, vivid in the light. 
And casting now their rainbows on the night : 
For now the hall was as a splendent sun. 
With artificial rays, and blazed as one. 
To the far gazing eye with brightness sore, 
Not Haroun's praised pavilion ghttered more, 
Wfiich, if a rash hand touched, its starry streams 
Lit up the Tigris in a flood of beams. 
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High on the dais, on his emblazoned throne^ 
My father, great Camhuscan, sat alone ; 
The hereditary kings his arms bequeath. 
Or his forefathers, dined their host beneath ; 
His ministers beside, and, o'er the hall. 
Each, as his rank claimed, ranged the seneschal. 

I with my sister sat ; a golden screen 
Of net work held as separate, yet seen, 
And all our dames of honour, standing round, 
Placed meats upon our board, with daintiest gar- 
lands crowned. 

Beside the king, best of his jewelled plate, 
Burnished in green, four golden peacocks wait. 
For candelabra, their tails splendent rise, 
In lamps lOf orystal blaze their myriad eyes ; 
tiit rubies, sapphires, emeralds we ken, 
A lustrous firmament, each star a gem. 

The feast was at its flood ; like rivers shine 
The purple cascades, and the foaming wine ; 
Each luxury ours, or foreign realms afford. 
Of fragrant relish, steamed upon the board ; 
Each golden plate with dainties is replete. 
Such dainties kings can condescend to eat. 

Move royal lips ; the attendant near applies 
His ear, then shouts, '* the king's toast!" All 

arise. 
Save him the monarch, trumpets tune, each thumb 
Is bent, and sticks cross on each kettle drum ; « 
Each arm with brimming goblet is stretched forth, 
*' Peace to the south, and war unto the north,' 
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The expected pledge ; when lo, a pealing shout! 
And burst the doors, like thunder from without. 

If strange the figure that in entering rode, 
Still stranger was the courser he bestrode, 
Bareheaded rode he, and without a word, 
His arms well laden ; this a ponderous sword. 
And that a mirror bore, and glistening 
Betwixt his thumb and finger, shone a ring ; 
Thus paced the squire along the admiring crowd. 
And reached the dais at last ; there thiice pro- 
foundly bowed. 
And said " Dread sire, whose fame all nations telLj 
" My lord the king of Araby greets well, 
" And, as superior liege and master, thee 
" Pledges his troth, and proffers fealty, .' 
" And, as an earnest of his faith sincere, 
" His envoy, I imperial presents bear. 

" This sword, he offereth to your highness' hand,J 
" Such temper hath, no armour can withstand, 
" And like the Pelian spear, inflicting pain, 
" Can pour a balm, and heal its wounds again, 
" To foes death, friends bring Eaculapian aid, 
" And close the incisions of each tranchant blade,| 
" And heal just as infallibly it smote, „ 
"_As trees bear poisons and their antidote. 

" This mirror, which of polished steel I hold, 
" Will to your grace all mysteries unfold ; 
'' JVhether adversity — which God forfend! 
' Should dim your reign, or turn to foe youri 
" friend ; 
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Whether your birthday reach its thousandth year : 
God grant it may ! or death this instant shear ; 
" If courtiers flatter, which they never do, 
^^ But, if you doubt, this glass shall prove them 

" true : 
*' A lady too may there her lover*s face, 
*^ Or, what concerns her more, his bosom trace, 
'* And see his new affections, and view part 
'* Of the complexion which estranged his heart ; 
" Nothing lie coiled within its foldings may, 
^' But acts and motives stand as open day." 

*' Yet, in this steed, a greater gift is shown, 
*' A steed of brass !" — The king leaped from 'his 

throne ; 
Ushe^ and ftquerries confusedly stare ; 
But still the monarch hastily ran where 
The courser stood, and patted his stern flank ; 
But from the coldness of the members shrank ; 
And tried his nostrils, and his rigid mane. 
" 'Tis brass, indeed!" he cried; the courtier train 
Rushed forward, not to ascertain the fact. 
But flatter still their monarch with their act, 
Stroking his back and sides, above, below. 
As if amazed how brass a king should know. — 
Then thus pursued the ambassador, who now 
Leaped from the saddle and his knee bent low, 
*' 'T is true, as well your cautious highness must 
*' Your own experiment and handling trust, 
" The steed is brass ; yet, not the less his speed 
** Can every living animal's exceed ; 
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' Be where you may, at earth's extremes, or glow, 
" Be when it may, the solstice, or the snow, 
" Whether on terra firraa you proceed, 
" Or winged through ether urge your flying steed, 
" Mount but the saddle, twirl the brazen pin 
" In his right ear, and whisper but therein 
" His course, and speed, and, in one natural day, 
" You'll reach your home, or from it farthest stray; 
" So that the pin of his left ear be pressed, 
" For one bids hasten and the other rest." 

" Now, for a softer errand" (as he spoke 
A tingling seized me, and my blushes woke) 
'* Last time, my master had the happiness 
" Within these courts his kingly spurs to press, 
*' Two nephews graced his si(^, bis ^olace, prop, 
" Alas, how fragile is each liuman hope ! * * 
" Those nephews are no more, untoward chance 
" Has, at a blow, laid two tall palms askance ; 
" His loss were grievous, if that kings might grieve, 
" Who feel but loss their people may receive ; 
•' For them, not him, worth him and them allied, 
" He begs the Lady Canace for bride, 
" And sends this ring such talismans invest, 
" Whether in purse, or to the finger pressed, 
" The wearer may, herself unseen, unheard, 
" Hear, see, the while ; or listen to a bird, 
" And understand its language, and reply, 
" Or cull the remedies in herbs which lie." 

So saying he drew near the ring to place ; 
But a dead paleness chilled my heart and face 
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I swooned, and, when recovered, saw first thing. 
My bed, my pillow, and my fatal ring. 

Meantime, as since I gathered from report, 
For news is serious business in a court, 
Despite of etiquette, the hall is spread. 
As hives throng heedless when their queen is 

dead. 
Round the new miracle ; some stand aloof. 
And some more hardy feel his brazen hoof. 
And fetlock firm ; on his fringed tail some doat. 
Some on the chiselled friezes of his coat. 
Some his ribbed sides with knuckle hammer 

well. 
And start to hear deep sounding as a bell ; 
Others upon his nature wax in strife; 
This mid hcfsaw elch muscle move as life; 
And that, his hinging knee bend; these main- 
tain 
They clearly viewed the waving of his mane ; 
Many, they felt his nostrils breathing say. 
And one, a long-bow archer, heard him neigh : 
Then how, and who contrived this wondrous steed ? 
Some deemed him colted of the Trojan breed, 
Some an automaton of human art, 
Wound like a clock, with springs to act its part, 
And these affirmed they heard, the tick and hiss. 
As warns a dial, or a watch amiss ; 
And some, whom subtler webs of science mesh. 
Thought his nerves real, with brass instead of 
flesh. 
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And thus they argued ; if blood be transfused 

From young to old, why not the nerves too used ? 

Make the machine but perfect, they contend, 

And they the vital principle could lend ; 

Metal is matter, and, if finely wrought. 

May into veins and arteries be brought; 

But, with the parts from whence translated, ma^ 

The fibres slacken and the nerves decay : 

As grafted codlings perish with their stock. 

Or grafted noses with the parent hock. 

Others were for the cabala and stars. 

And muttering charms from musity books and j, 

Others for something else ; but all agreed 

Till now they never saw so strange a steed. 

The king who feared none — man, magician, fi 
Would mount, the creature's jftic^s taessayj . 
But lo ! the stubborn beast, to whip and spur, 
And tug of bridle, yet refused to stir: 

I The king's own groom then tried him ; but i 
vain, 
And e'en his booted rider lost his pain ; 
And so they left him standing, as still stand 
The famous stud of bronze * on Stamboul's strand. 
The mirror they drew near ; then slack thei| 
pace, 
None cared to look upon it face to fece; 
Each wished his neighbour's bosom but to find. 
And peeped upon the concave from behind: 
; 
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Yet here dispute arose ; one shrewdly sees 
The laws of optics and Archimedes, 
And burning lens ; while those of Proclus meet 
The shape and focus which destroyed a fleet ; 
Others more wisely look their wisdom ; few 
Guess that the glass where saw his child the Jew. 
Yet all were glad, when in a porter strode. 
And threw a covering on, and bore away his load. 

Nothing remained but the miraculous blade. 
And that was to the armoury conveyed. 
And the refractory horse ; who, kicked or shook, 
Maintained the station by the throne he took : 
At last the groups grew less ; the hall is cleared ; 
And nothing save the sentry's tread is heard. 



END OF THE SECOND PART. 
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OR, THE 

STORY OF CANACE. 



PABT III. 



IT is the holy hour of rest and peace, 
Save to the wretch whose sorrows never cease. 
Yet she, upon the pavement, lulled with pain. 
Can, for a moqieii^t,. dream of joy again ; 
Thefi starts, with sudden sob, and shrieks to view 
The past a fiction, and the present true. 
The seas are hushed ; the shrouded sea-boy slept. 
And sees the land he parted from, and wept ; 
The very vessel, on the slumbrous deep. 
Kissed by soft surges, seems herself to sleep ; 
The night bird of the ocean ceased to roam. 
Hugged its dear nest, and felt it was at home ; 
The tall cliffs seem as silent as the grave. 
And their dark shadows slept upon the wave. 
On earth, the night wind sung itself to sleep. 
The folded sheep and cattle closelier creep ; 
The birds were lulled, and roosted on the spray, 
And even Philomel forgot her lay ; 



The little candle of the watcher still 
Threw its small thread of light across the sill, 
Yet faintlier flickered, telling, in the hut. 
The sick girl's and the nurse's eyes were shut; 
Behind the hill, the moon so softly spread, 
She seemed to slumber, ere she reached her bed ; 
And stern Orion, who had watched her down. 
Relaxed the rigour of his wonted frown ; 
The stars within his belt seemed quivering less. 
As though their lustre knew forgetfulness : 
All things reposed : the ocean and the sky. 
Beasts, birds, and men, the lowly and the high ; 
All things reposed ; the solemn bell, if heard. 
The watch forgot ; the sentinel, his word ; 
All things reposed, save these unhappy eyes. 
That kept their painful vigil, like the skies. 
And this unhappy heart, whose beatings tell 
The ticking moments, as a watch as well. 

who can dream the weariness she knows, 
"Whose lost affections steal her from repose ! 
A troubled spirit, than a ghost more wild. 
By sleep's sweet exorcism s ne'er beguiled. 

I rose before the sun, the morn to trace. 
And watch all nature waking, in my place ; 
The quiver of the mighty archer still 
Shot not its sliafts beyond the eastern hill. 
But there a cloud seemed motionless to wait. 
To screen his canopy, and chair of state, 

1 heard the stir of gladness in the boughs ; 
From his watch tower the lark still dimly showd 
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The hare had left his form ; the squirrel first 
Capered his carambole, and dormouse durst 
Peep from his citadel ; the tinkling sheep. 
Seen through the mist, in broken order creep; 
The rooks were waiting, by the arrested wheel. 
The ploughman's coming, and their morning meal ; 
The stranger swallow, from his travels turned. 
To wake betimes in his long flight had learned ; 
The owl screeched to his battlement, the bat 
No longer balked the wistful, watching cat ; 
The hut unbarred its wicket, and the hind 
Sang the sensations of his heart, for mind ; 
And mantled now in majesty of rays 
Purple and gold, the regal sunbeam sways. 
Skirting the clgu^ with interwoven beams, 
Ahd ^smiling, as a new crowned monarch seems : 
Happy the choristers of wood and lea, 
Happy the ephemeral myriads seemed to be, 
Happy the lowing kine, and happier still 
The sheep boy whistling as he climbed the hill ; 
But ah! less happy, though more envied, strolled 
A king's own daughter, with her love untold. 
Now swarmed the living landscape ; flood and 

fell, 
Rock, river, mead, wood, corn-field, hill and dell, 
Buzzed with quick glancing wings, which rose to 

greet 
The beam which cheered with mitigated heat; 
The bee, yet scenting dew, blew not his horn. 
But live motes danced, and revelled in the morn. 
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The birds poured forth their song, and peeped 

abroad, 
From out their leafy windows, on the sward, 
Tlie blackbird's yellow bill, the grossbeak's crown. 
The goldfinch, sparrow's many hues of brown; 
That e'en my heart entranced, at first, grew gay. 
Beguiled by charms of music and of day. 

Thus as I wandered, undetermined still. 
Painful and pleasant claiming me at will, 
A wounded bird's cry, from a blasted oak, 
From sweet or bitter reveries awoke ; 
I looked, and saw the whitest falcon shine. 
White as the snow bleached on the Alpine pine. 
Whiter ne'er sat on bosom of a queen. 
Whiter ne'er slipped her jesses jn the ^eam ; 
But, ruddy as a ruby, from its heart 
A stream of blood deep issuing seemed to part, 
And a wild cry so thrilling from its beak. 
Nothing so dismal could more plaintive speak. 
My ring was on my hand; I pressed the stone, 

^^_ And, in its tongue, inquired its hurt and moan ; 

^^B Then grew its screaming words, and formed a 

^^H And to my ears this meaning could dispense. 
^^H " Fair creature ! it indeed concerns thee much 

^^H " To know the sorrow whose expressions touch ; 

^^^1 " If deep my wound, and sore my agony, 

^^H " There is who suffers with a keener cry ; 

^^H " Nor, if true sympathy by looks be shown, 

^^^1 " Unspoken yet, will suffer long alone. 

I 
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<^ You may remember well the glittering state 
'^ In which the Arabian monarch crossed your 

« gate; 
*' You may remember ; for no screen was there ; 
'^ Before your bower rode the youthful pair ; 
*' If you do not remember, vainly he 
" The elder pays that one look's sympathy ; 
*' For Camball still exists^ to claim, I trow, 
" (So speak your eyes) his right, and look-sworn 

*' vow ; 
'* His partner, brother, twin, brave Algarsife, 
'* Though both dead to the world, partakes his 

'• life : 
'* But, in a tower, lashed by the foaming brine, 
'* Their trea^hefous uncle, guardian, spares one 

'' crime ; 
" Yet holds their birth-right, holds their name of 

'^ king; 
*' The horse of brass, sword, mirror, and that 

'' ring, 
*' Were theirs by long descent, though offered 

'^ now 
*' To bribe a title to usurping brow. 

^' I was the favourite falcon of these twain, 
'^ Of noted blood, and heir-loom of their reign ; 
'^ All of my race extinct ; no realm, no clime, 
*' Can now produce another breed like mine ; 
'f My sires with their sires hunted, and with 

'' them 
I kept the &ith pledged to their sacred stem : 
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^ From their hand, theirs alone, I too 
" And to their silver whistle came at night ; 
" From their look, theirs alone, 1 marked say prey^— 
" Nor missed my mark, tliough thousands crosse] 

■* my way, 
•• Upon their bed I rested, and would eat 
" No food their fingers culled not for my meat. 
" So, when the fatal news Arabia spread, 
" Its hope, and love, the twin-born heirs weH 

" dead, 
" I spied the treason in my loftiest flight, 
" Hid in the clouds, or seen a speck of light, 
" And when the boat had landed its loved freighl 
" Their prison saw me watching at its grate: 
" But a vile archer (cursed be hi*; aim I^ 
" Scathed me, and gored with agony and shame, *^ 
" And drove away ; and from your aid I ask 
" Cure, and their rescue, ere too late the task." 

Canace to her bosom pressed the bird, 
And softly stole her back without a word ; 
Yet not so softly stair her slipper pressed. 
But Theodore woke, and asked her, " What ne 

" guest?" 

And stroked its head, and milky plumage down. 
And kissed its beak, and fondled as her own. 
" Say, sister, where you found this wondrous 
thing ; 
" In quest of fortune, you betimes must wing ; 
" Creation's favourite, morn and eve, you prowl ; 
" Now, magic rings, and now, a magic fowl ! 
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But see ! its blood is trickling I declare ; 

You are its dragoman^ Why bleeds it there ?" 

^' Sister, its story I already kno\v ; 
'^ Happy, my gift can cure, as well as show ! 
" These are the words its destinies assume, 
*' Ere to my bosom pressed its silver plume." 

' ^' I was a falcon nurtured in the wild, 
' " Where the Arabian bird is bom and piled ; 

* *' Bred on a rock, the circumambient air 

' ^* Infused a sprightliness that knew no care; 
' '* My giddy gyres to the clouds I drew. 

Or cropped the oasis, and the morning dew ; 
And not a single sorrow warped my will, 
' *' Ruffled my plume, or made me droop my 

-^ibili, . 
'* <* ^iU came a peregrine with glossy wing ; 
' ^* And, mated with him, soon I ceased to sing. 
' '* Still I was happy, and my young brood 
' " pressed, 
' '* And winged not for delight beyond my nest, 

* " Till lately, a gay tercelet, fond to roam. 
Enticed my feathery husband from his home ; 
Nor yet content ; the injured may forgive. 
Who injure never while their victims live; 

* '' This cruel kite has with her talons tore 
' " This bosom cruelly she tore before ; 

And, knowing you possess the Arabian charm, 
I beg your skill to heal the outward harm/ 
*' So, sister, see, in love, what birds endure ; 
'' But I must go, and seek the herbs to cure.'* 
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Thus, by that art, whereby the weakest can 
Parry the strength, and match the force of man^ 
And play at foils with one another, I 
Foiled Theodore, my sister, dexterously. ■ 
Then went a-gathering simples, nor in vain 
Assuaged the hurt, and bathed the purple stain ; 
"With softer plumage, eye of brighter rays. 
The grateful tassel my kind care repays. 
And then we commune, how we may devise 
To free the princes ; I, for plain disguise, 
Put off my royalty, of peasant maid, 
And nought belies it, save the ring betrayed. 
And that superior port, the high-born heir 
Cannot in dim days doff, nor lowly wear. 
And thus we sally forth, the bird, a« scput. 
Winging, or high-perched keeping sharp foofe- 

out: 
But when, beyond the accustomed walk, or ride, 
I was alone, in the world's desert wide, 
And saw, in the horizon, dimly fade 
Cradle and home, haunts of the child and maid, 
I could not check the tear, nor choke the sigh, 
But half repented of my purpose high : 
Yet, when I prayed to heaven, as spirits fail. 
And knew the wide world was within its pale. 
Felt renovated, as the fragile flower 
Shrinks with the blast, and opens with the 

shower. 
How shall I tell what perils pressed me hard, 
Sole guide a bird, and heaven my sole guard ; 
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In gentlest journeys^ tender maids oft groan, 
Much more, in love-lorn pilgrimage alone : 
My skill in music, and my leech's skill. 
Procured us food, and lodging, and good will ; 
Yet other wants, and other dangers press. 
And its own fears our unprotectedness ; 
By robbers rude, or ruder hands beset, 
My ring's invisibility saved yet : 
Weary, and way-worn, weeks of travel past, 
I heard the welcome surges beat at last. 

'Twas a new sight: the hoarse-voiced billow 
pressed 
Its foaming footstep, without pause, or rest ; 
A tower stood far, a pharos in the main ; 
But w^at a tiossing ^ath of wave, to gain ! 
My heart grew pale, and terrors my sex prove ; 
But what will woman not attempt for love ? 
The flowery billet I had culled before. 
And well I had ; no flowers grew on the shore ; 
I pressed the wreath, and sealed it with my ring, 
And fastened it beneath the falcon's wing. 
A daughter of a king, compassion sole 
Urged to their rescue, had near reached her 
goal; 
^' And would effect, or perish : she had seen 
** Them once indeed, but 't was behind her 

screen ;" 
And then my note proceeded to unfold 
Her plan, whom charity alone made bold. 
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True to its trust, the bird ascends the skics.T^ 
And then, in cautious circles, cheats the spies! 
And true to my intent I used my charm. 
And readered me unseen to human harm. 
And found a boat; but, oh! what pain to un- 
moor. 
What strength to launch, how awkward seemed 

the oar ! 
How choked my breath, how came and went my 

hue. 
When fast its way the watery wizard flew! 
When plunged the keel, I deemed 'twould be my 

grave ; 
When rose the swell, it seemed a mountain 

wave. ■ • • ; 

At last, to peril somewhat seasoned now, 
With safety to the tower my course I plough. 
And saw, behind the grating, watch relief 
The royal twins, and wave a handkerchief : 
I gain the tide-torn step, and wait till mount 
The relieving guard, and three long hours^ 

count, 
Then, as the studded portal opened wide. 
In, as a sunbeam, with the light I glide. 

How shall I tell what joy the pair displayed ? 
I scarce can say which praised most the bold mai 
Yet I gave Algarsife the ring the first. 
And trembled, as his fingers press I must; 
And, when in safety seated, drew the ring. 
As we agreed before, back by a string, 
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Wluch from the turret loophole hung below 
Orer the boat, that heaved the ebb and flow ; 
Then he, my Camball, drew it on alone ; 
For, though I smiled^ I touched not the gold 

zone; 
And presently I saw his speaking traits 
Bowing their thanks, and brightening their praise. 

The noose was tied again ; I coil the cord«- 
T is pulled— I look — beneath, without a word. 
An enormous hand is stretched — I shrieked — I 

saw. 
And snatched but string — the hand and ring with- 
draw — 
Fly, Algarsife, for life ! — for my love fly. 
Dear Camball! — linger not!** — The oars they 

• • ply/ * ^ 

Then hesitate, debate— the boat turns whence 

They rowed — I scream, '^ ah ! leave me — not a 
moment — hence !" 

And, as I speak, a galley issues forth. 

Hot in pursuit, and scuds the smoking froth ; 

Again they turn their rudder, and again 

Bend to their strokes and spring along the main ; 

The shirted rowers of the galley too, 

With muscles clenched, and glancing oars pur- 
sue; 

Now up, now down, now hidden, part, or all. 

My hopes and fears alternate rise and fall ; 

Now these^ to my dismay, more closely tread ; 

Now those, to my delight, are shot ahead: 








And the bird guided screaming ; on it flew 
Till the long perspective concealed from view, 
And when the boats I saw not, still could trace 
The falcon's glittering pinions in the space. 
And, by her sudden darting, as on home 
The sky-lark drops at once, the school-boy gone. 
And, as the motions of its wings betrayed. 
Felt all its watchings, all its care repaid, 
I knew the princes safely reached the shore. 
Their bondage broken, and my terrors o'er. 

1 was remitted to my father's care ; 
But a vile tale abused his private ear ; 
The Arabian monarch, with that perfect hate 
Which can disguise itself in men of state, 
Placid, as flows the smiling Dardanelles 
Over the drowned, whose tales it never tells; 
Keserved his vengeance for the bridal hour. 
Unseen, secure, to clench the grasp of power; 
And still preferred his suit, with envoyed prayer, 
As though my absence were a dream of air, 
The princes dead, and mouldering in their clay. 
And no eye had their charnel lit with day : 
Indeed, I spoke not of them ; dreading yet 
Report might find, and weave another net, 
Or, witli the ready dagger, that ne'er fails 
The guilty, slay ; the dead can tell no tales : 
My father saw me not ; what guile adept 
And venomous whispered, in his bosom, slept, 
And, in the court, dissembling caution said 
I had a pilgrimage to Mecca paid ; 
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Truth is a rustic, and can rarely climb 

The palace, or the steps where great ones dhine ; 

Or^ if she may at last reception meet, 

Must wear disguise, and almost seem deceit. 

Yet, patiently and meekly but endure. 

And slander's poison time itself shall cure ; 

Quenched yon star clouds that pass its vista blue ?- 

'T will shine again, and they dissolve to dew ; 

So innocence, in its unsullied light. 

Shall burst refulgent from the folds of night 



END OF THE THIRD PART. 
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viiOtia <]>^ viDiB uamva \&<sxsisl ^ 



OR, THE 



STORY OF CANACE. 



PART IV 



OH ! who has woke upon her bridal day. 
And found her heart a sacrifice for aye» 
Alone can tell the feelings which awake. 
When consciousness, and tears, and day*Iight 

break! . ^ . 
Sudl *Would the white hind suffer, if she knew. 
Couched in the brakes, the morn the keepers 
slew. 

Unhappy birth ! which policy must wed ; 
While she may choose, whose palace is a shed : 
O envy not^ thou simple maid, mere shine ! 
There 's many a royal bosom envies thine. 

Life is a strange delusion : its best charm 
Is in retirement and domestic calm ; 
Yet oft, this sterling gold, for dross, we pass. 
As children will give diamonds, for mere glass ; 
Honours are phantoms, on the earth not found ; 
He who pursues them seeks an empty sound. 
He tries to grasp it, as a boy in vain. 
The shower of gold, poured through the sunny pane- 
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Matterers and foes still gather round a name, 
And friends forsake us as we grow in fame ; 
Yet, the affectionate bosom will o'erflow. 
And rather than not love, must love a foe. 

I kissed my sister's cheek that morn ; 
she 
Returned my emhrace with cordiality: 
Afflictions sometimes severed hearts unite ; 
But neither knew her destiny at night. 

I looked from that alcove, I looked before. 
When first my eye grew timid in love's lore. 
When first the King of Araby pranced in, 
With kin so fair, they robbed a look of sin ; 
'T was now a greater stir, or equal quite. 
To hold a tournament before the.rito; 
For, as the Tartar custom, bridegroom the?e "* 
Challenged the world, and won by arms his faird 
Each knightly stall emblazoned banners hung. 
And the huge mirror by the king's throne swung; 
The brazen horse, by neither force, nor skiU, 
Nor aid of levers from his place moved still. 

Noon came, and then, in splendid guise adorned. 
Circles of youth around the court-yard formed, 
And on his chair of state ray father sate ; 
And only for the bride and king they wait. 

It was our custom too, by gentle power, 
The spouse should seem to force the maiden^ 

bower. 
And with a golden lever burst the door. 
Which to his entry must be barred no more ; 
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It so befell, an omen 't were, his pride 
To punish, as he passed, the king's feet slide. 
So that I cross not in his arms the sill, 
But, though unwilling, seeming of my will. 
And haste unhanded to my regal seat. 
While his attendants place him on his feet. 

Nine trumpets now, with blazing flags unfurled, 
Proclaimed the bridegroom's challenge to the world ; 
But first each candidate must dare to look 
Within the magic mirror's open book; 
So pure a king would not descend to fight. 
Save those whose bosoms were, as his, all light. 

'Tis done, but no responding signal blew ; 
The nearest farthest from the glass withdrew, 
None came, tilj g|eat Cambuscan's angry hand 
Wavtd them to look, and swore it by his brand. 

Then his prime minister first saw himself. 
His love of country, love of place and pelf; 
Swung by a trick to power, o*er rivals crushed. 
His flatterers pensioned, and his foes were hushed ; 
His the blest maxims by which nations soar : 
' Make the rich richer, and more poor the poor ; 

* Scatter your honest sons ; and raise instead 

* Jews, who would sell their God alive, or dead ; 
' Increase the taxes, bankrupt make the state, 

* The more its moral energies dilate !' 
His blushing orders now a soldier spies, 

And his fair skin unseared with cicatrice ; 
The ladies all his campaigns can relate ; 
They knew his merits better than the state ; 
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Yet had he triumphed ; but it was, poor mai 
His ungaeetted secretary's plan ; 
And him he ruined, lest his own he claim, 
'Tis dangerous to be great, without a name. 

A priest approached, essayed his pious farce. 
Muttered a prayer, and leered within the glas^j. 
So true the reflection of his bosom came, 
His visage felt it, and grew pale with shame, 

A sullen mind which only interest stirs. 
Moved on by pricks, as asses are by spurs ; 
The formal airs, success so long had tried, 
Were rank hypocrisy and selfish pride ; 
His alms were lust of gold, from others wrung, | 
Loud his dear penny as a lure-bird sung ; 
Intrigue his cure got, and intrigue maintains. 
He only knew religion by its gains ; ' ^— ^ 

His ready hand to every hand could stoop, 
A grasp cost nothing, and it made a dupe ; 
Prayed he? no; he read prayers ; he did not s 
The sounds to which instinctively we pray ; 
Those dulcet sounds, such as a mother's prayer, 
E'en whispered from the grave, knolls in the ear; 
Forgiveness from his lips, his heart ne'er broke, 
As " WE forgive," emphatically spoke; ^ 

His energy of words, his pomp of tone, ^| 

Touched not one echoing bosom, nor his own ^| 
The world, the world was seen in every part ; 
God had not one small corner of his heart. 

With gold-topped cane the royal doctor came; 
Despair and death, and hope and health, his train ; 
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These wfttched his wig, their Esculapian god, 
Called by a fearful shake, or knowing nod : 
As his grave image o'er the disk he threw. 
His whole life started at a single view. 

A bold apothecary, kill or cure ; 
His rash experiments entrapped the poor ; 
These drained, he sought in towns a wider name. 
Nor missed ; he blew himself his trump of fame ; 
iSach bill, newspaper, magazine, review, 
Puff of the crowds his certain practice drew ; 
Princes and prelates, commoners and peers. 
Sign cross, or name, he'd broke Atropos* shears : 
ThiXis flourished in, his cures Samarkand fill ; 
But here he trusted to a single pill : 
The in&nt,^uy[ing for its mother's breast, 
*^S}iro ve *with this pill, nor wanted milk, nor rest; 
Age, at its last gasp, faltering, given o'er. 
Rose with this pill,and clenched his keys once more ; 
This happy pill gave lovers strength to toast 
The eyes this happy pill restored to boast ; 
He quotes not Galen, nor Hippocrates, 
The art of healing is the art to please. 
He quotes his pill ; his pill, in fashion brought. 
Quotes him in turn physician to the court. 

Now the old quack at last the mirror's face 
Betrayed at once to laughter and disgrace. 

A lawyer followed next — who knew the way, 
Who spurned no client — that the costs could pay ; 
Careful the well-read deeds again were tied — 
Unless some useless parchment slipped aside ; 



umly he listened to the angry fit, 
And kindly soothed— by taking out a writ ; 
lie lent thc'poor his pence — to aid the laws ; 
And gained their suit — but then he kept its cause ;J 
Flawed titles he would buy — lest wron^ heiral 

seized ; 

And paid the purchase money — when he pleased; 1 
Thus grown to wealth, to honours, and rcpute- 
His claims let those who love the law dispute. 

The mirrov, as the scales of justice, shook, 
And every image had a double look. 

Some damsels to their lovers' thoughts would 1 
reach ; 

They'd better been content with looks and speech :: J 
The world is goodly, and its surface.fj'.iF, ■ 
But, in its caverns to pry deep, beware! 

A crowd of minor figures then advance. 
The outward, and the inner man at once : 
Executors, whose pious care i« still 
To execute not the testator's will ; 
Guardians, who guard so closely their wards'landJ 
They never let it slip out of their hand. 
Trustees, whose trusts hereditary passed, 
Till in their families they're lost at last. 
Judges unjust, priests irreligious things. 
Without heart heroes, and without faith kings. 

All these, and many more, 't were long to tell, 
Or whose the darkest shadow, bore the bell. 

Loud laughed the king ; he saw the war began! 
Between the inner, and the outer man ; 
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Enjoyed the shame of each detected wight ; 

A knave's confusion is the brave's delight ; 

He, though a king ; ay, every inch a king. 

Knew well the creepings of each baser thing. 

He used them as we instruments we spurn. 

And made their very vices serve his turn. 

'' Must then my daughter without fight be 

*' won? 

*' What ! a whole court, and not an honest one ? 

'' Must I myself the steely gauntlet bear, 

" And toss with my new son-in-law the spear ? 

*' Then, widely throw the castle gates, and call, 

*' That every peasant come within the wall ; 

*' She's to the worthiest ; let him win who'd have ; 

" Were he but worth her, she should wed a 

^M '' ISlave.'^ 

Among the peasants, came two striplings tall. 

And, in the mirror, as their shadows fall. 

The ladies, with their grace smit, all declare. 

Not true, then had deceit a mansion fair ; 

Theirs was the ingenuous glow of ardent youth, 

That is all true, unconscious of the truth ; 

And back to view their imaged bosoms rush. 

Pure as their looks, and glowing as their blush ; 

Integrity, that is not won, or bought ; 

The generous purpose, and untainted thought ; 

^The mind of innocence, that not suspects ; 

The courage to resent, where it detects ; 

The law of honour, coded on the heart ; 

And friendship, that with fortune will not part ; 



' A patriotism purged of selfish, high 
Ambition, in a good cause strength to die. 
Such oft attends young genius' early ways ; 
Sutji — ah ! oft stands not, fall'n on evil days ! 
The young soul is a town of warmth and breath ; 
Age a Pompeii, and each image death. 

•* Groom my best horae t such sterling virtue < 
" must, 
" While I've a steed to give,' not tread the dust — I 
" The horse I rode, the day the Russian van 
" I beat ! to-day he'll bear as good a man : 
" But how to mount the other ? there are two ! 
"' By my beard now good men make our presents 
few !" 

Not long was his dilemma, on the course, 
With his black steed appeared the brazefi hors^,- 
And fawns on, as a spaniel, the lost twain. 
Presents the stirrup and curvets the rein ; 
And from its scabbard the spontaneous sword 
Starts to revenge its now acknowledged lord. 
And like an eagle dropping from its nest. 
The milk-white falcon plumes each with her crest. 

" Thou caitiff guardian," thus 'twas Camball 
said, 
' Well hast thou thy loved brother's charge 
" obeyed ! 

We claim thee and thy counsellor to fight; 
" Stand to your arms; and God protect the right!" 

Thus saying, on their horses bronze and jet. 
The charging brothers their two foemen met, 
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And, in a moment, twinkling spear points shew 
The emir and his minister pierced through. 
And crowds, with fickle shouts, just fortune hail ; 
Crowds know what is right, but in practice fail. 
The wounded king drops from his plunging 

steed ; 
'* He's dead ! he's dead !" they cry, ^' so tyrants^ 

'' bleed !" 
But, slowly from his trance he woke again. 
Sought from its sheath to draw his sword in 

vain ; 
The hands fall motionless, yet grasping still, 
And the eyes glare the unconquerable will ; 
Still, still the hilt the failing finger tries, 
And looking^ ha^, j^nd muttering '^ hell;" he dies. 
So/fR)ugh its atoms lose their living force, 
The spectral comet holds its fearful course ; 
Still ^e elemental chaos on is hurled, , . v ^ 

The fiery skeleton of a by-gone world. ; .-^ 

^ Brave princes, your bold hands thiip flay have 

broke 
^' Not yours alone, but all Arabia's yok(s ; 
^' I need such, sons ; be Theodore Camball's 

^ wife, 
" And you, my Canaee, take Algarsife.', ,,. . 
'' Not Algarsife ! not Camball ! father dear ,^' 
We cry ; asotemn pause chilled every ear, 
A big drop from the aged monarch stole, 
He looked more stern, and thus expressed his soul: 

H 
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" A king's word is irrevocable ; fast 
" , My blood ;should rush to catch — the ' 
" past!" 

Like statues h'ozen by a cruel sound, 
Or petrifactions by a river found. 
We saw not, spake not, knew not, only he; 
The word was past — the inexorable word ! 
Till our old nurse's voice woke, sweetly lyred ; 
" The king, and all his nobles have retired !" 

So on his adamantine throne sits Fate, 
Round, death and battle, plague and earthquake 

wait. 
Sees kingdoms perished, born, seas fall and rise, 
Sees all change with unalterable eyes. 

Now, the embroidered curt^iiq day had press- 
ed ' ("* 
Of his pavihon in the purple west ; 
Still his imperial ensign floating high 
Emblazed past glories of his chivalry : 
Then stole the mee"k stars forth ; but timid stilt, 
Till regent night had unrestricted will ; 
The host of heaven, beyond the deep-blue arch, 
Began, to solemn symphonies their march, 
And planets burn, and starry cressets shone. 
And binds the firmament a lucid zone ; 
Each crystal world, each universe of flame, 
Shout, as they pass, and blase their Maker's 

name: 
Till, from her cloudy tabernacle rayed. 
Her milder diadem the moon displayed ; 
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The stars fall back before her lovely beams. 
And o'er the world her silver radiance streams, 
Glen, wood and valley, mountain, crag, and fall. 
Heath, garden, glebe and fallow, hut and hall ; 
Shines on the rock, and sparkles on the seas, 
Smiles on the cloud, and glitters on the trees: 
The youthful bosom conscious transport warmi, 
And even age confesses life has charms. 

Such was the glorious scene without, to eyes 
And hearts that could hold commerce with the 

skies ; 
Within, Samarkand's ancient palace hall 
Blazed with a thousand lamps from roof and wall : 
We sat two brides , the bridal feast was dressed ; 
A];^but the brMegrboms changed, and who more 

' blest? 
Yet, such the conflict betwixt fate and will. 
With these young bridegrooms, who so wretched 

stiU? 
I looked upon my own, my heart was crushed ; 
I looked upon my sister's spouse, and blushed ; 
If mine, with lover's transport, breathed, " my 

" wife!" 
For worlds I could not say, my Algarsife: 
If Camball whispered in my sister's ear, 
I muttered " false !" and jealous signs appear; 
Touched he my hand, my soul was in a flame. 
And softer accents fluttered with his name ; 
I looked upon the ground, if his lips move. 
As though they could not murmur aught but love>J 
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And, in my siater's face, that spoke her soul. 
I saw emotions corresponding roll : 
I watched her well, and there appeared a strife 
To keep her looks from watching Algarsife ; 
To meet her eyes I once unconscious risk : 
It was the scorching of a hasilisk, 
A withering lightning, that drank the sight. 
And left the sockets parching without light: 
Her hrow was ri«id ; nay, in wrinkles wrouglttj,i 
As by the working of some deadly thouj^ht ; 
A paleness on her lips ; bnt, on her cheeks 
A hectic, like the lava where it breaks ; 
Her hand was restless, and her voice not caliq, 
A feverish agitation twitched her arm : 
Twice rose she from her seat untallad i agaij 
Seemed chiding spectres in her busy brain ; 
Till, as some peak-lured madman leaps thei 

brink. 
She struck the board, and called aloud, for , 

" drink!" 
A golden goblet by her page was brought ; 
Something. I know not what, called henoe my 

thought. 
And ere I could my consciousness renew, 
A thin voice squealed : " Her highness pledges 

" you !" 
I took the cup and tried to bow to her ; 
An iciness benumbed, I could not stir ; 
I put it to my lips ; cried she, " forbear !" 
I did not hear the words, but such her air ; 
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Hold! hold! her gestures spoke; repentance 

came. 
But heedless still the fatal draught I drain. 
Then sobhed she, ^'murder!" and I heard the 

shout ; 
But now my giddy head was whirled about : 
Thrice fluttering figures I perceived around. 
And felt the marble chillness of the ground; 
It seemed once, I on Camball's shoulder leaned. 
Or so my last thoughts pleasantly I dreamed : 
A whizzing in my ear, a dimming eye, 
A weight upon my heart — was this to die ? — 
I know no more, till conscious, in these bowers, 
I woke to life again ; 'midst buds and flowers. 
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END OF THE TALE OF THE WHITE ROSE. 
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